EXTREMES MEET

" You can't put me off with these melodramatic asides '*
Arthur shouted wildly. " I'm going to see who is in that
room."

" Oh, go and see who's in hell," Waterlow snarled,
as he ran to the other end of the inn. Along the rising
breeze of dawn he heard the voice of Stavro call in shrill
excitement:

" Capitaine, my Capitaine! "

As he reached the end of the balcony on the landward
side there was a grinding crunch of rapid footsteps upon
the shingle. Without waiting to try the door he vaulted
over the wooden railing at the end of the balcony, which
rotten with sun and rain crumpled under his weight so
that he fell with a smash on the other side and, rising to
follow in pursuit of the tall figure half-way down the
beach, found that his ankle was turned. Yet even so he
managed with a skip and a hobble to reach the end of a
large fishing-net spread out to dry and to jerk it so that
the man plunging down the beach tripped up and sprawled,
but that was the end of his effort.

" Stavro! Stavro!" he cried desperately to the boy,
who was running towards him along the beach, while a
small boat was pulling rapidly in toward the prostrate
figure in the net. Waterlow blew his whistle in the hope
that Spiro and Vassili might reach the German before the
boat was near enough in shore to take him on board.
Then he looked seaward for a sight of the submarine, for
a sight of one of those leviathans which all these months
had haunted his dreams, which all these months had been
reported here and there around these myth-making shores.
No sign of the sea-monster anywhere. A well of hope
gushed in his heart. Could it have sighted a destroyer
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